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Sunday morning. Well, my dear Susan, the chapter
draws to a close. Last night concluded the important
day, on which our country received a new magistrate,
To a philosopher, who while lie contemplated the scene,
revolved past ages in his mind, it must have been a
pleasing sight. A citizen, chosen from among his equals,
and quietly and unanimously elevated to a power, which
in other countries and in all ages of the world has cost
:so much blood to attain! Would the size of a letter allow
of it, I would allow my pen to follow the current of
thought, but to a reflecting mind, which can withdraw it-
self from the interests and desires of life, which can
ascend for a little while to another life, ancl look down
upon this, the differences of rank, grandeur, power, are
inequalities of condition, as imperceptible as those the
traveller discerns in the valley, when he looks down upon
it from the summit of the Alps. The tallest tree of the
valley, does not then appear higher than the little shrubs
it shelters. The storms roll harmless beneath his feet,
clouds which darken those below, obstruct not his view
of the sun, and while the inhabitants of the valley are dis-
tressed and terrified by the strife of the elements, he
enjoys perpetual sunshine.

Thus have I endeavored to raise my own mind, and
to contemplate the scenes that are acted before me.
Sometimes I can gain this abstraction, but oftener, all
the weaknesses, the vanities, the hopes and fears of this
vain show, level me with the lowest of earthly minds.

Last evening, I endeavored calmly to look on, and
amidst the noise, bustle and crowd,1 to spend an hour or
two in sober reflection, but my eye was always fixed on
our venerable friend, when he approached my ear listened

xThis was the first Inauguration Ball.   See for an account of it The
Century for March, 1905. large one, who would have been likely to visit Mrs. Smith.
